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waters, and they stood upright in fantastic shapes. Round them
the drift snow was perfect for igloo-building. For it is curious
how little snow falls in the course of an Arctic winter: at sea,
often not enough to build with; and if it were not for the drifts
and ice-cracks, it would be difficult to build a night shelter.
When we emerged from the igloo to resume the trail rny heart
jumped. There was still no sun, but I saw in the southern sky
a chip of gold, a golden splash, the reflection of a sun that had
not yet returned to our earth. In the north the horizon was a
tender blue, shading into indigo and so intense that only in the
desert had I seen such brilliance. But the land round us was
still lifeless, anaemic, coloured a dead pale mauve. Neverthe-
less, the sign in the sky revealed that light, which for us was
life, was on its way back; and my spirits were high, as I ran
on ahead of the dogs over the susurrant snow under my feet.
*What is the matter with that Kabloona, that he runs all day
ahead of the dogs?5 Algunerk asked his wife. *He is like a child,
never at peace. No sooner have we started than he wants to
arrive somewhere; and when we stop he is impatient to be off
again.5
In substance, if not in these words, this was what he thought
of me, and it puzzled him no less than it irritated him. Mean-
while, he could not understand how I was able to hold out.
'Generally,5 he said to me, cthe Kabloona hates to tramp and
prefers to sit on the sled. But you . . . you never stop running.*
I do not know if he spoke with admiration or with sarcasm;
but I ran on, driven by a strength that was not my own. I felt
no weariness, and, as so often in the Arctic, it seemed to me
that I was two different men. One of these men was profoundly
at peace, dreaming and reciting verses to himself, while the
other man ran on. One thought, the other acted; one was static,
the other dynamic. And in a curious way there seemed to be
no fusion of the two in me: they dwelt side by side, each ignoring
the other.
For the time being, ethe other9 ran effortlessly on, a creature
for whom fatigue was impossible since he was a mere machine.
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